Ard the Parliament ſits 

To Vote our K———the true uſe of his Wits : 
7T will be a ſad means 

When all he obtains 


eto are Cates bead dre with other ms mens Brains, 


And an Orange. 
The fins of — Truth, 
Made him think of one 
When he ſpawl'd from his Lungs, es twice at the mouth, 
That your freſh ſort of Foed 
Does his Carcaſs more 
And the damn'd thing Card hapurefed lod 

Was an Orange. 

This young Son 
Is Turely his own 
is an O——it cry'd to be gone 
But the Hereticks ſay 
fe was got by Da — 
'or neither K——nor the Nuncio dare ſtay 


Since Lew was Cut z 

From his Breech to the Gut, 

France ſancies an open-arſe delicate Fruit ; 
We wiſer than ſo 

Have two rings to our bow 

For we've a good Q—thar's an open-arſe too, 


And an Orange, 
Till Namy writ much | | 


To the Rebels the D—— 


Her Mother, good W nere ow?d her a 
And the box of che Eee on 
Made the matter 


That the only fou nn the Q— could not bear 


 - ZEA 
An honeſt old Peer . 
That forſook God laſt yea 
PulI'd off all his Plaifters, and Arm'd for the War ; 
But his Arms would not do, 
And his Aches throbb'd too, - 
Thar he wiſh'd his own Pox and his M-——5 too 


On an Orange. 
Old Tyburn muſt grean, 
For Jeffreys is known 


To haye perjur'd his Conſcience to marry his Son ; _ 
OY 


Wilt be try'd by Juſt Laws, 
And Herbert taſte a moſt damnable Sauce 


With an Orange. 
Lobb, Pen, anda ſcore | 
Of thoſe honeſt more 


Will find this ſame Orange exceedin fowre 
LA commoner &7 ” 
Will be very ill 


And fo will K-Pippia, as” 


Near an Orange. 


